THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

This happened at the corner of the Avenue dTena, and Francois
was unable to answer him. Varnace asked him twice if things were
"going all right."

"Oh yes, perfectly all right/' said Frangois with a fixed stare.

Varnace left him, Francois envied him, as he had envied the delivery
boy, as he envied everyone outside his cage. He had lost contact with
other human beings, with all those who were quietly destined to sur-
vive.

Varnace was generally considered to be a fool who did not know
what to do with his money.

"No more of a fool than I am anyway/' thought Frangois; "I've
ruined my family, all four generations of them. Jacqueline will be free:
she'll be able to get married again to some chap like that. It's the least
dishonourable thing to do, when one can no longer face up to one's
responsibilities..."

His love for Jacqueline was becoming transformed into a sort of debt
of honour.

"I owe her that. It's the least I can do ... There are two letters
to write; one to Maublanc, one to Jacqueline..."

That was it: the dramatic act. Maublanc would retreat before
public opinion. Alive, Frangois could expect no help from anyone.
Dead, everyone would be on his side.

He walked back across the Place de 1'fitoile, taking the shortest route,
dodging between the traffic. He was in a hurry. Now he knew what
he must do. He walked quickly; the air about him seemed somewhat
rarefied; the printed letters had disappeared. There was no more Son-
chelles, there was no more anything. Jacqueline, the children ...

"Make.an end; that's all that's left for me to do now."

As he passed the tomb of the Unknown Soldier, where the little flame
flickered beneath the great stone arch, he, who had decided to die, took
off his hat from habit. A brassy sunset lit up the roofs of Neuilly. A
flock of pigeons took flight. Frangois plunged once more into the un-
caring flow of traffic, like a swimmer into a river, and gained the further
bank. "If I had not met Varnace, perhaps I should not have under-
stood. What did he say? I no longer remember. I must not talk to
anyone else now. Who have I known that committed suicide?"

He heard once again, strangely close, Lartois's pretentious con-
sultant's voice, as he had heard it during the war in a hospital close to
G.H.Q., on a day when Frangois had brought in a fellow-soldier who
$ had shot himself on returning from leave.

"Most people fail to kill themselves/' Lartois had said, "because they
do not realize that the vital spots are restricted in area. And then they
panic as they pull the trigger. Nine times out of ten they miss the heart.
And when they attempt the temple, they cut the optic nerve and blind
themselves. When they fire into their mouths, they always do it too
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